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A STATEMENT OF POLICY
THE NEW EDITOR SPEAKS

Why a magazine like EXPONENT
The purpose of Exponent is twofold: to foster a taste for good reading through good
writing, and to develop not only writing ability but critical ability of the student-readers.
Whose magazine is EXPONENT?
It’s your magazine, men and co-eds of U.D. It’s a student-written and_ student-produced publication aimed principally at student readers. Because the Exponent belongs to you,
you can produce its contents and, through them, ultimately raise or lower the literary
tone of the magazine. A literary magazine cannot function without material. That material
must come from you. We therefore sincerely invite everyone who is a University of Dayton
student—regardless of year, division, organizational affiliations or major field —to submit

manuscripts for possible publication. This material may be in the form of essays, short
stories (true or fictional) of any type or style, Or poetry in free verse, blank verse, or metered

rhyme. It may be serious or light; you can Write in the more familiar tried-and-true techniques or venture into the unknown with a modern one. Address your manuscripts to “The
Editor, Exponent, Liberty Hall,” and drop them in the campus mail. And—if at first you aren’‘t
accepted, write, write again!

What does the Editor do?
The Editor reads and considers all submitted manuscripts and chooses for publication
those which best meet the standards of the Exponent. There follow two questions which
have been raised several times in the past by both student and faculty readers but never
clearly answered: On what basis is a new Editor selected, and by what standards does the
Editor choose material for publication? In answer to the first, the outgoing Editor suggests
candidates to the moderator, who makes the final selection on the basis of responsibility,
training in composition and literature, and literary critical ability. In answer to the second,
manuscripts are selected by the Editor on the basis of originality, readability (reader interest,
fitness of subject, etc.), writing style, and moral tone. This last is most frequently misunderstood and would bear some explanation. A manuscript is accepted or rejected not because
of the ideas in it but because of the manner in which these ideas are handled. A story,
poem, or essay treating of immorality will not necessarily be rejected, but one which condones immorality will be rejected. None of the four listed criteria, moreover, take precedence
over any others; a beautifully written piece condoning a crime and a poorly written, ungrammatical one of impeccable morality could both be rejected.
This, then—
—has been, and will continue to be, the policy of the Exponent. We, the new Editorial Staff,
will do our utmost to make Exponent a magazine of which U.D. may continue to be justly

proud. Make it your magazine—it belongs to you. Even if you feel no more inclination than
to criticize, do so. Constructive criticism is always welcome.
Above all, write—write—write! We will be waiting to hear from you.
Yours sincerely,
THERESE GEIS
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and I say, “Friend, if it is thet you

cain’t see, I will help yew.” And I guv
him my paper, reel polite. And the per-

fesser he just hollered and carried on
and I cain’t unnerstand it atall and so
then he tole me after class thisyer is
whut they call cheatin and the college
they don’t like it much. I wuz reel upset.
That ain’t no way to act. So when next
time thisyer guy commences strainin
and twitchin, I believe I will tell him

about it. It could be thet he don’t know
about this.

They hev here whut they call a homecomin’. I don’t reely know why it is a
homecomin becuz nobuddy reely goes
ennywhar. It is reel nice with a football
game and speeches and poo-rades and
blowin horns and hollerin and passin

out stuff and I don’t know whut-all

By

THERESE GEIS

Deer Maw and Paw and Ambrose and
Carrie Jane and All,

How ar yew all? I em fine. I ain’t
much fer letter-writin but I hev set
downa spell to write yew all ennyway
so yew kin see I am OK here.
Thisyer college is a funny place. They

hev whut they call a point average here
and it is a good thing, kine of like
tradin stamps, yew know, Maw? Ever

time yew git one thing down on paper
rite in a class, they give yew a point
fer it. Up to now this yeer I hev got
more then 100 points, which is reel nice,
cept when I tole my dean, he say, “Son
I don’t b’leeve yore addin it rite.’’ We’re
goin’ to hev a conferens he is goin’
to talk to me reel soon.
Larnin’ in class ain’t hard, but they
got funny manners up here. Like wun

kines of things and then they hev a
big dance. I see thisyer purty girl and
everbody they say she is ree-served fer

thisyer football captain but I think this
is silly becuz he wasn’t hurryin home
to ast her and it ain’t polite to keep a
lady waitin. So I went up and I ast
her if she kinely would like to go. And
she says, “Well, I think I will.” And
then thisyer football player, he got kine
of mad at that ane he cum upon me in
the hall and he screwed hisself all up
and took a swing at me andI kine of
tipped him over in a corner. Them boys
they all looked kine of supprised. It
wasn’t no harder then managin ar mule,

down to home. Maybe he ain’t keepin
fit, like he should. It was a plumb nice
dance. I got some flars, at some gineral
store in the town, and I wanted these-yer
purty red wuns and the man he says
that they ain’t fitten fer a girl to wear
and I don’t see why not and soItell

him to wrop a yeller ribbon around ’em
and I guv em to her. I .allus ad-mired

day they got whut yew call a test, and
I see that thisyer guy he’s strainin

that kine of flar. I ast her do she like
it and she says she kin honestly say

and twitchin ever whichaway to see my
paper. Well, Maw, I thunk of whut yew
sed bout bein reel polite to everybody

sarge quite like that wun. Thet wuz a

they ain’t nobody ever give her a corright kinely thing to say. These-yer are

the same as them red flars yew set out
in tomater cans ever year, Maw, only
here they call em gew-raniums. Thisyer
girl ain’t strong like our girls down to

home. She is thin as a slat fence but
she is purty asa little chicken. I tole
her I got them red flars fer her becuz
she is as straight-standin and as clean-

lookin as they are and that’s the honest
truth. I b’leeve she liked thet. It wuz
shorely a nice dance.
They got a thing here whut they call

ROTC. It’s larnin how to fight a war
fair and square in the right way. Thisyer
gineral says to me wun day about whut

would I do if I wuz standin thar with
my gun jammed and a enemy cum upon

thing all dark-like and I got reel het
up and I hollered fer the perfesser to
cum
then
like
your
with

runnin’ and he had a look and
he kine of squinted up his eyes
and he says, “You are lookin at
finger.” He is goin to hev a talk
me reel soon, too, like the dean.

The coach he talked to me some and
so I tried out fer football. Them players
is nice fellas, Maw, reel well-meanin,
but they jest don’t hev good manners
like you larned me. Why, when we wuz
havin a practice game, one bunch of us
we had the ball and we commenced
hollerin and stompin and runnin and
rasslin’ and we got the ball over thet
wun white line, but then I see them

me, and I tole him very polite that I’d

other bunch they wasn’t gittin a fair

lay my gun down in the bresh and then
I’'d whomp him wun. Thisyer gineral

chanct, and so when our bunch wuz whut
yew call givin signals, I took the ball
and ran over and helped thet other
bunch to do their hollerin and stompin

he says that ain’t a military answer.
But, shucks, Maw, if wun of them Tolli-

ver boys cum up behine me amongst the
bresh and my ole squirrel gun jams on
me, I ain’t studyin about what is I goin
to do while he stands aroun’ and waits.
I’m goin’ to whomp him first and study
bout it later. They guv me a medal fer
shootin up thisyer tar-get and I cain’t
figger why, becuz thet tar-get is easy to
hit. Heck, it ain’t shootin back like them
Tolliver boys down to home when they
git lickered up and start blazin away.
All these-yer classes is interestin’.
They got wun here which is whut yew

call biolog yew study bugs and suchlike. The perfesser he passed around
little bitty pieces of glass and he says
as how we are goin to look at a-meebas.
But my piece had water on it (I b’leeve
they got a leeky roof) and so I wiped
it reel clean on my pants and I looked

through thisyer tube and dogged if I
could see ennything. And the perfesser
he looked reel mad and he says what do
I expect when I hev wiped all the

a-meebas off? I felt reel bad on account

of I kilt them pore little things. So he
guv me a new piece and I had me a
look and man! I seen thisyer monster

and runnin’ and gittin’ the ball over
their white line. The coach he says he

b’leeves I jest ain’t football ma-teerial.
Well, Maw and Paw and all, the breakfust line is commencin to form and if

I hump I kin git enuff to tied me over
till nine or ten or so. Tell Aunt Bessie
I aim to git me a summer job and pay
her back fer sendin me to college becuz
I shore am gittin educat I shore am
larnin things.
With love,
Luke

P.S. They hev here in the Student Center a card game whut they call poker.
Here is $25 to git a new roof fer the

chicken shed. Poker ain’t hard to larn.
P.S. My dean he says I got to take whut
they call a refrasher course in English
becuz I cain’t talk good. Seems to me

the others ought to be studyin this
course becuz everbody up here talks
reel funny—not like down to home atall.

By LOUISE REILING

of those who expected to stay at the

“Attention! A bus will stop every
hour for those who wish to be evacuated to the base movie theater!” The
words were muffled in the wind, and I

North Carolina base for a length of
time. I had often envied the way these
people could makea trailer look like
home with their fenced-in yards, cement
patios, lawn chairs, and grills. Now

turned to my jet-pilot husband. His ears
were trained far better than mine, but
even he strained to hear the loudspeaker
on the truck that pushed through the

these same home-like yards were being
stripped naked. Rolling garbage cans
were caught and tied to trees. Bicycles

wind only a few feet from our trailer.

and chairs were squeezed into the trail-

As Tom interpreted the orders, my
thoughts turned to stories I had heard
in the wash-house. Hurricane Hilda had
torn through Cherry Point only a few
weeks before, and evacuees to the base
movie had watched in terror as twenty
feet of the ceiling crumpled to the floor
near them.

ers. Awnings were collapsed. The camp
had taken on a skeletal appearance.
The wind and rain were stronger
when we left church, and there was
not a person in sight as we pulled into
the trailer court. Tom parked our brand
new ’55 Buick (his pride and joy, over-

Tom put his arm around me; I felt

his plane) on what he hoped would be

his strength. Suddenly I knew that this
ocean outcast, Hurricane Ione, would
hold no fear for me. As I had never
witnessed a hurricane before, I decided
to see as much as possible.
Tom and I had awakened earlier than
usual that fall Sunday morning. The
wind was howling and our trailer home
trembled spasmodically as we dressed
for church. On the way to Mass my

eyes opened wide at the preparations
being made by some of the “wise old
Marines” who lived in the privately
owned

trailers

near

us.

Our

quartrs,

which were temporary until we found
housing, were adjacent to the trailers

shadowed, he said, only by his wife and
the sheltered side of our tiny home.
All afternoon the winds continued to
increase. It had begun the night before
with just a dull steadiness as wind and
rain spattered against the metal of the
trailer. Now, the force was so great
that it seemed impossible to get any
stronger, yet with each succeeding hour,
the wind-speed and rainfall continued

to increase.
I was eager to see as much as possible
and at times found myself glued to the
windows. The pine trees. scattered
throughout the camp bowed to Ione,
bowed so much that it seemed they
must crack, yet they stayed, offering
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courage and protection to those who
stayed with them. I saw a family of
four desert their trailer and run for
the bus sent to pick up the evacuees.
I saw a garbage can lid come hurling
through the air, narrowly missing our
Buick, and I had to laugh at Tom’s

playing tricks on our tired minds, or

if someone had really come to the door.
By the time that Tom had slipped on

his trousers, found the flashlight, and
pushed open the door, the man in the
night had gone. As Tom struggled to
close the door, we heard the bus groan

wince. The whole thing fascinated me.
The evacuation bus drove around to
our side again. “Are we going to stay?”
the words tumbled from my lips. Tom’s
eyes wandered to the permanent trailers
near us. Although their homes were
bigger, I think he felt that ours was as

as it drove away. For a moment we felt
helpless, wondering if we were all alone

safe as theirs. His eyes narrowed. “Are
you game? I think we should stay!” If
he thought we should stay, I thought
so, too.

laid my coat at the end of the bed, and
spread his trousers out on the floor in
such a way that if any hurried exits

would have to be made, we could get

We kept the radio on constantly, and
wondered what tomorrow would be like.

tired, but still sleep would not offer us

Hurricane Ione was supposed to have

spent herself by eight that night, but
Ione was temperamental. She dillydallied out at sea, sometimes surging
on toward Cape Hatteras and the Atlantic, sometimes weaving back toward the
coast.
Daylight left us early that day. There

were no shadows—it seemed that we
had been suddenly swallowed into a
howling blackness. About 9:30 we tried

to sleep. Tom needed to be in the best
of condition at all times, and although
we presumed there would be no alerts,

we took no chances. But sleep would
not come. Although it seemed impossible,

the rain grew even worse, and the wind
that shook our tiny fortress made any
storm back in my hometown in the midwest seem simple.
We listened in the dark as the onthe-spot radio reports came in from the

coastal towns, but we could gather no
conclusions as to Ione’s final decision.
The bed shivered; I lay close to Tom,
still not really fearing the hurricane

in the trailer camp. We had no idea

about our neighbors. Had they decided
it might be wiser to move into safer
quarters?
But our decision had been made. Tom

into our clothes quickly. We were really
the escape we needed. The trailer shuddered continuously, and once I asked

Tom what was keeping it from flying
away. The windows were closed tightly,

but I could hear the shower curtain
rustle. Another time we thought we
heard something crash against the car.

Again the radio made us alert. “Ione
was definitely heading toward the coast,

but was expected to pass within a safe
distance of Cherry Point. Keep your
radios tuned to this station!’ But at
three o’clock the radio stopped, and

without it the roar of the hurricane
actually lulled us into sleep.
No sound woke us the next morning,

but we both jerked into consciousness
at the same time. We looked at each
other—it was daylight anda terrible
calm surrounded us. The trees seemed
petrified! And then we realized that we

had been awakened by the sudden stillness. Tom spoke something, but I didn’t
hear. All at once it seemed that all the
vehemence of the night before had
gathered into one great lump. A new

last evacuation bus must have made its
rounds at ten, for at that time we heard

force worse than anything before it
hit us. I buried my head under the
pillow. A thousand thoughts raced

a pounding at our door. For a moment

through my mind—thoughts I cannot

we could not decide if the wind was

(Continued on Page 22)

perhaps as much as it warranted. The

By DELIGHT HOOVER

A Paper on the

Whether or not na individual will respond with pleasure to a certain poem
or the works of a particular poet is a

difficult matter to predict. His reaction
will probably be determined by a great
many subjective factors, apart from any
objective considerations of the technical

excellence of a work and/or the abilities
of the poet.
The person, for instance, who passively declines to carefully scrutinize each

word and fine of a poem for subtle and
even hidden meanings, who demands
poetry which is obvious and straight-

Leonie ADAMS

forward, had best shy away from the
ethereal Miss Adams.

The extreme modernist, rejoicing in
the sometimes deliberate obscurity and
freshness of a poet such as e e cummings, who savors non-poetic words and
images, erratic punctuation and other

startling technical innovations, may find
Miss Adams too traditional for his taste.
She doesn’t rely on gimmicks, unusual
external structure, or other manifestations of her individuality and originality.

To the avant-garde, then,

she must

necessarily appear a little dated; a
throw-back, in fact, to the Elizabethan
period.

Then, too, the hardy realist, the person who demands poetry that has flesh

her mind, it is shorn of sensuousness.
Like the metaphysicals of the 17th century, she abstracts from the real, but
unlike them, she does not attempt to
relate widely-disparate experiences. Her

poems do not consciously include both
the trivial and the sublime, but remain
of-a-tone. Her unity, then, is not a unity
achieved by great effort and genius, for
it is not a unity of many, often discordant, elements. Her mind capitalizes

and blood vitality, may be baffled and
frustrated by the work of this reticent
poet, for it eludes the brash, avoids the

on its powers of selectivity long before

earthy, and takes refuge in some tenu-

that any disparate elements are ex-

she begins to write to such an extent

ous, misty dream world that only a few

cluded from her vision, and so there

may enter. Here, contemporary events
of the modern industrialized world are

are no difficult problems of resolution

rigorously

excluded.

The

metropolis

to confront her. Neither do we find (as
in Donne’s poetry, for example) a con-

never obtrudes, for to her poetry and

trast between poetic and non-poetic dic-

nature are one; but it is an imponder-

tion. Each word seems to be carefully

able, spiritual nature with which she is
concerned.

chosen, both for its inherent beauty and
its beauty in context.

Her vision is as pure and fresh as a
child’s, and almost as mystical, at times,

A contrast which is utilized throughout her work, is her skillful use of light

as that of a saint’s. She may begin with

and dark. To her, light may be ‘“‘amaz-

a perception of some actual aspect of

ing,”

the world, but after it passes through

‘“masquing,”’ “brimful,” ‘‘uncon(Continued on Page 23)

For those who doubt this a little, I

There Oughta Be A Law
By
AUGUST K. DRABKIN, BIRDIE ROOD JR.,

and A. C. BOLD
True is true and false is false,

and never the twain shall mee.
In the years that I have spent at the

University, it has been my ever-growing
conviction, that students accept too
much from professors as proper. Whether
it be out of true reverence, or fear, I do
not know; but it is a certain fact that

the students of the University strongly
oppose the calling in doubt of the right-

ness of the ideas and methods of the
professors. I am speaking of the more
serious students; for there are always
many who, for the sake of mere caprice,
find fault in all that the professors do.

To all who have a serious attitude
toward the matter of university education I address my next remarks. They

pertain to something which I believe
students ought diligently to consider:
that is, the great injustice which is
imposed upon them by their professors

in the case of “true-or-false’” examinations.
Theoretically “true-or-false” examinations are very excellent tools in education; sound indications of the achieve-

ment of the students. They are very
objective, and the student who has
applied himself should have no difficulty with them.
In practice, however, at least in my
experience, they are neither accurate

nor fair. The answer is often a matter
of interpretation and point of view;
more diligent study can lower one’s
grade in such an examination; a student
who can explain the whole subject mat-

ter of a statement may not be able to
say certainly whether the statement is
true or false.

will cite examples. At this place it will
be good to admit that it is not pretended that all the examples that are
presented here and later have appeared
in examinations at this or another university. But it is not doubted that each

student will recognize a parallel between
my examples and some statements to
which he has failed, in “true-or-false”

examinations, to give the answers that,
the professor desired.
Let us consider the case in which a
student cannot determine whether a
statement is meant to be a definition

or a description. If the statement is
obviously false, there is no difficulty to
be apprehended from this uncertainty.
But suppose that this statement is
given: “A bacterium is an organism

that reproduces itself by binary fission.”
Now, as a description this statement is
true, for a bacterium truly so reproduces

itself. As a definition, however, it fails
to be true because there are organisms other than bacteria, that also reproduce themselves in this way.

Let us see one other instance of this
dilemma. ‘“‘Assolution having a phenol
coefficient of 10 is regarded as a reliable antiseptic.” This is a true fact,
for sucha solution is rightly described
as a reliable antiseptic. But it does not
stand as a definition, because even a

phenol coefficient of 1 indicates a reliable antisepti

A student well-versed in bacteriology
might be able to discourse at length
about the subject matter of either of
thesa statements, but running upon the
dilemmas about these particular statements, might respond incorrectly to
both.
From this distinction of logic, let us
proceed to the problem of ambiguous
wording. This statement is from the

drama of Shakespeare, Titus Andronicus,
“Tamora entreats Saturninus to pardon
Titus because his offenses have been
involuntary.” One can see that either
truth or falsity can be found, according

to the point of view. The ambigvity
resides in the dependent clause. If this
clause is taken as the reason given by

the deceitfulness of the professors,
which is unthinkable; and the carelessness and ignorance of the professors,
which on the other hand are by no
means unwarrantable assumptions.
Let us see precisely how these faults
of the professor contribute to the perplexity of the student over the statements in a true-or-false examination.
Consider the working of the mind of
the professor preparing such an examination. A knowledge of the subject he
undoubtedly has; and if he wishes to

include a true statement, the only possible sources of confusion will be careless thinking and faulty, ambiguous
English composition. But if he wishes
to frame a false statement, to these is

Tamora to Saturninus, why he should

added another. One who knows a subject

pardon Titus, then the sentence stands
true. But if it is considered as the reason that moved Tamora to make her
entreaty, then the statement is false.
About the same drama, consider a
second example: “Titus refuses to permit the burial of Mutius in the family
vault.” If this is interpreted so that
Titus is said to have refused at first,
it stands true; but if, on the other
hand, so that Mutius’ body is said never
to have been interred in the family
vault, it is not true, for in the story

cannot directly assent to falsehood about
it; our professor therefore must first
have in his mind, though it may be
implicit and fleeting, a true statement,
from which he proceeds, though it may
be by an instantaneous thought, to a
false one.
Now to the professor, this synthetic
error is clearly false, because it stands
directly opposite to the truth previously

thought of. To the student, however,
who has a general knowledge of the
subject, but cannot know the individual

true proposition that was in the pro-

Titus relents from his stricter order.
Some may perhaps look upon this
distinction as the splitting of a hair,

dividual statement proceeded, the false-

saying that the first interpretation is

ness is not so clear.

fessor’s mind, and from which this in-

clearly intended. It will help now and

In the inability of the professor to

again to appeal to facts with respect
to these particular examples, in those
cases in which examples are taken
directly from real examinations. Now
the instance just given really appeared
in an examination and the professor,
being put to the question, gave to the

see this last fact, but especially in the

statement the interpretation that I have
put in second place in the last paragraph.

way in which he passes from the true

to the false statement, if this way is
not

firmly

founded

upon

logic

and

grammar, lies the origin of very much
ambiguities.

Let us direct our attention to a few
unsound ways of proceeding from true
to false. Some thoughtlessly try to con-

What is the origin of this problem

vert a true statement to a false one by

of the ambiguity of statements in “true-

addition of the word not. But this change

or-false’’ examinations? There are two
possible answers to this question, viz.,

does not necessarily yield a contradic(Continued on Page 24)

expression. “You look so tired, Stan.
Are you all worn out from the ball
game?” Her voice was pleasant and
tender, strangely tender. “You want me

to pour you a beer?”
“No, don’t bother. I’ll get one, if I

want one.” His tone was not enthusiastic, not like it usually was with even
the most every day matter. “Just want

to rest a little.” He focused his attention on the moths on the outside of the
screen door. The purring and throbbing
of their wings seemed soothing.

The book which she was reading held
her interest only a few moments, and

then she broke the silence once more.
“Don’t you think you ought to call
Doug inside? I think it’s time for him

to come in now and get a good bath.
He’s had a big day with the ball game
and all.”

“He'll be in soon. It’s only about

By JOE HUTZEL
The rocker creaked under his ponderous frame. His heavy, hairy arms

eight.”
“What was going on between you two
when you came in from the game?”
she asked. “You sure snapped at him.”
His only reply was a noncommittal
grunt. The moths took on a new fascination for him.
“Thanks for the answer.” She stood,
a comely woman with greying brunette
hair, a face that was perky yet mature,
and a figure which was more adequate
than ample. ‘“What’s the trouble, Stan?

I’ve never seen you act like this.’ She
moved gracefully over to his chair,
looked inquiringly at him, and put a

rested on his knees as he stared blankly
through the screen door and out into
the oppressively hot summer night. His

good boy, Stan. He was looking forward

wife, sitting on the other side of the

to this baseball game today so much.

room, put down her book and pensively

noted that this was the first time she
had ever seen him in that chair.

He kept telling all the kids that you
were taking him. He’s so proud of you.
Think that is what made it the thing

“It’s strange,” she said to herself,

that was so exciting to him.” She smiled

“how natural and peaceful he looks
sitting there. He always used to hate

her elfen smile and half laughed. “He
told all the kids about you knowing Ty

that chair. Said rockers were for old
men.”

Cobb and Stan Hack. He really did it
up big. Reminded me of you in a way.”

When after a time their eyes met for
an instant she answered his quizzical

At the last remark his chin which
had begun to soften as she talked

hand on his broad shoulder. ‘“He’s a
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hardened once more. “I didn’t do nothing to the kid. You’re making a big
thing over nothing. Can’t make a baby
out of him. He’s seven years old, not
seven months.”
She left him to stare out into the
night and returned to her reading. It
was only a half-hearted attempt to pick
up the story once more, but she knew
that he was in no mood for talk.
Down the street Doug sat on a neighbor’s lawn with two of his cronies.
Their seats were wet from the grass,
but they didn’t seem to mind. They
were discussing their favorite topics—
baseball and Doug’s father. There was
little distinction between the terms as
far as they were concerned.
“Your dad take you down to the dugout, Doug?” asked Kenny Ellis expectantly.
“No,” Doug answered, a little evasively, “he didn’t think we ought to go
down cause it was such a big game.
Might make ’em feel funny if they knew
such a big star was watchin’ ’em.”
“Yeah,” agreed Bucky Smaltz.
“Bet it would of made ’em nervous.
I know when he’s showin’ us all the
tricks when we're playing ball, I get
nervous. Can’t do nothing right.’’ Kenny
was dead serious in this testimonial. He
sure knows his stuff though. Wish I

could have seen him play in the majors
just once.”
“He showed me all the signals and

of information so as to prolong it. “He
must have given Dad some lip, because

when he came back to the seat he was
awful mad.”
“That umpire probably didn’t like
somebody knowin’

more’n

him.

They

always think they are right. Bet your
dad tole him a thing or two,” volunteered Bucky heartily.
“T don’t know what they was talking

about—he didn’t tell me nothin’—but
he sure was mad.” Doug reflected on
this last a few minutes. The other boys
kept respectful silence. “Think I’d better
get in now. Mom will be calling me soon
anyway. See you guys.”

“Try’n find out what your dad tole
that umpire, Doug,’ Kenny called after
him.

“Yeah,” chimed in Bucky.
“OK,” Doug yelled back over his
shoulder.

When

he

reached

the

house

and

jerked open the screen door he startled
his father out of contemplation. ‘Careful with that door, boy. It’s the only
one we got.” His father spoke sharply.
He tried to keep his eyes on the door
and off Doug.
“Doug, you better take your bath now.
It’s getting late.” His mother smiled indulgently at his grass-stained knees.
“You've had a busy day. You'll sleep
good.”
“OK,” he said, “but just a minute.”
He hesitated and then decided to ap-

stuff today. I’d of never caught ’em if

proach his father. “Dad, what was it

he didn’t show me,” added Doug.
“Did any of the guys recognize him
sitting up there in the stands?” asked
Kenny.
“IT think some of ’em did. He tried

that you asked that umpire? Kenny and
Bucky was askin’ me, and I didn’t

not to let them think he was up there.
He did go down and talk to the umpire

know.”
“Didn’t your mother tell you to get

a bath? Do it and stop asking questions.”
“T just—”

at the fence once. Said he wanted to
tell him something that he was miss-

“Get the hell upstairs!” He caught
himself and added, “You’re just stall-

ing.”” Doug got the usual stares of awe

ing.”

that he accompanied one of these spe-

The excuse for cursing at the boy
didn’t work. His wife watched the full

cial revelations. He thoroughly enjoyed
the experience and rationed these bits

(Continued on Page 25)
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“Sheer plod makes plough
Down sillion

Shine.”

tions can only be what the X-ray is to
the finely finished portrait.
Work makes the worker. Anyone who

G. M. Hopkins, S.J., ““Windhover’’.

has met a Marianist Working Brother

May 1, 1959, Feast of St. Joseph the

on the campus cannot praise adequately

Workman:
I would like to dedicate this article

the devotedness and poise he maintains
as cafe manager, engineer, supervisor,

to the Marianist Workers on the U.D.

maintenance

campus whose very being, in the service

Briefly, he knows his job, and realizes
the inherent dignity of labor, and radi-

of the Blessed Virgin Mary, is an unassuming source of inspiration to students, co-workers, and faculty.

man,

or

office

worker.

ates a genuine enthusiasm for it.
Emerson said of man, “In the right
state he is man thinking.” If you have
had the pleasure of table talk with a
Marianist Worker, you, no doubt, were
impressed with his felicity of manner
and the interest he can muster for mere
trivia as well as the more sublime topics
of Mary and the Mystical Body. More
evident manifestations of the Marianist

Artisan thinking appear in his advanced
methods on the job, whether in the store,
shop, or office.
The measure of a Christian you will
recall has come down to us in a pagan’s

comment, ‘See how they love one another.” Father Chaminade, amidst revolution, wanted his disciples to relive that
supernatural love. Today, the Marianist
Clement L. Grilliot, S.M.
For anyone to distill from the alembic
of the mind, the very essence of a living
man, or even more so, of a dynamic

Worker testifies to this awful truth by
a resplendent charity keeping in mind
St. Paul’s letter to the Colossians:

institution demands not only a contem-

which makes us perfect. May the peace

plation of its symmetry, but also a penetration to its inner soul. James Joyce

of Christ, the very condition of your
calling as members of a single body,
reign in your hearts.” (Epistle of the

achieved this somewhat in his ‘‘Portrait
of the Artist.”
What is a Marianist Working Brother?
If you search through the voluminous
writings of the founders of the Marianists, Father William Joseph Chaminade,
or if you delve into the traditions of
the Society of Mary and then read

“Brethren:

Have

charity,

the

bond

Mass: St. Joseph the Workman) Thus
the Marianist Worker keeps the peace
of Christ by maintaining what Thomas
Merton calls an inner “‘solitude’”’ of recollection, which is only a means for

strengthening

that

bond

of

charity

among Christians. In action then, the

Father Paul Wagner’s scholarly treatise,

worker is not merely content with de-

Mary’s Workers, you have an intellectual
approach. But do such abstractions ade-

voted work, but shows an intimate fraternal love toward his fellow religious,

quately represent the working artisan
and the elan vital of his religious life?
No matter how definitive, these specula-

a

friendliness

toward

student

and

teacher, and in general, preserves that
(Continued on Page 26)

to be an exceptionally humorous matter.
It isn’t even enough to make you smile,
especially when you remember that you

can’t see it coming when it’s black, too!
Wait a minute! Maybe it can’t see
you either! See? It doesn’t have to See.
... It doesn’t even have any eyes!
Then how does it know when its victim
is at hand? How can it pounce so accurately? How?
Well, that’s not too hard to figure
out. Maybe it works on radar, like a
bat. Or with antennae, like a stinking
insect. Or sound, like a blind man.
If it has antennae, maybe you could
feel it at the same time that it felt you
and blow the daylights out of its middle
with this shotgun, providing it isn’t
behind you at the time. If it goes by
sound, just be quiet .. . quieter than
you’ve ever been before in your entire
life. But . . . if it goes by radar, brother
. .. you’ve had it!
Why not find a rock and lie down
behind it? Flatten yourself so cleverly

against it that the thing would think
you were part of the rock. Yeah... .

Maybe that isn’t such a bad idea....
Get behind a rock and then just pray
for daylight,

or the moon,

or some-

thing. . . . Anything.
Hold on, smart guy. Suppose it hears
you groping around for a rock. Suppose.
. . . Suppose you mistake it for a rock!
Br-r-r! No, thanks. Take your chances

in the open, but just for kicks, lie as
flat as you can. Okay? There.
What was that?
Easy, now. Don’t panic. Breathe
deeply and quietly. Could have sworn
that was some kind of a sound out there,

By ROBERT E. BARNES
Pitch dark. . . . Can’t see your hand
in front of your face. What happened

here anyway? Not even moonlight....
Just black and more black. No grays....
Just black. This program is being
brought to you live in compatible black!
Sure. ... Be funny, you clown. Just
keep in mind that this doesn’t happen

or

else

you’re

hearing

things,

boy.

Listen!

It is a sound! A kind of humming
or... or whirring! Yes, it’s whirring!
What the devil is it ...a robot? It’s
coming closer. It’s coming this way!

Wh ...! What? Light? A beam of
bright light! Somebody’s flashing a
light on you, Knothead! If it’s anywhere
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around and that light picks you out... .

Jerry. If I’m going to marry you, I

No, wait a second, now. It can’t see....

thought it would be nice to keep you
around awhile. ... Jerry?”

Remember? The light won’t help it...
but it can help you!
Might as well get up and show yourself. Find out who’s behind the light.

“Hmea

“Why did you do it? Why did you
come ’way out here alone and worry us

all to death?”

“Jerry!”
A woman’s voice! Ann’s!
“Ann! What the. . .”

“Just got sore, I guess. I wanted to

“Hurry, Jerry! Get in here! As long

as the fuel holds out, we can keep off
the ground! It can’t get at us in the
air!”
“A helicopter? Ann, where did you
get it?”

“T got it.”
A man’s voice...
TWh.
4"
“Charlie . . . you big hero! Now get
in here so we can take off again. I don’t
like it down here a bit!”
“Charlie? Charlie Moss?”

“Who else? Nobody else in this rotten
town knows how to fly one of these
whirlybirds.”

“Whew! Bless you, Charlie! You’re a
real pal!”
“Pal, my foot! This was Ann’s idea.
I’m no hero, Jerry-boy. She paid for my

services.”
“How much did you pay, Ann?”
“A hundred dollars... but it was
worth every cent to find you, darling.”
“A hundred. ...! Charlie, you’re a
thief!”
“Just practical, Jerry-boy. I don’t risk
my neck for peanuts.”
“What good will that hundred do you
if our mutual friend out there gains

have a showdown. I'll never be able to
forget Dad’s scream as long asIlive.
T’ll hear it in my sleep.”
“But, honey, what good would you
have done with a... a shotgun?”

“T don’t really know, sweetheart, but
I’d have felt a lot better about the
whole thing.”
“He’d have felt better, all right, Ann,
but he’d have felt it in pieces.”
“Shut up, Charlie, and mind your

driving. How’s the fuel?”
“Enough to get back to the lighthouse. From there, at least, we can see
anything that happens to be moving as
long as the generator keeps working.”
“Yeah. Say, how’s come it got so dark
all of a sudden? The sun was just going
down when I started out, and the next

thing I knew it was so dark I couldn’t
see a thing. Can’t even see the moon.”

“Another little trick from our silent
visitor, I guess. Can’t explain it any

other way.”
“You mean it just up and laid down
a smoke-screen? Why?”

“So we’d have a worse time finding
it. What else?”
“That brings to mind a question that
kind of baffles me, Charlie. How did
you find me out there without lights?”

control? It isn’t going to buy your life!”

“Tt wasn’t easy, Jerry-boy. We picked

“Maybe not. But, remember, Jerry-

up a big blip on the radar scope and

bought

followed it. It was headed straight for

yours!”
“Okay, okay. I’ll concede that point.

you, I guess. At least, we knew it was
headed straight for someone. We could

At least, temporarily. Ann, I always

tell it was stalking something. When it
grew more stealthy, we risked a light
and there you were, cowering behind
your shotgun.”

boy,

that

the

hundred

just

knew you were an angel. Your wings
were just noisy enough to scare the

pants off me for a few minutes down
there, but you sure came to my aid.”

“T only did it because I love you,

“Some risk, that light. Ole Silent Sam

(Continued on Page 26)

Blush-pungence,
a dapple-petal-bank welling ’fore the vernal green,
—
like the primal star before a starry sky.
Springrain-lit fuse,
sputters in the Marchblows—then—
flowerocket fulminate,
roaring colour in a whispered voice,
falls soft upon the earth-ear sweet.
My heart, basket-spread,
beneath her boughs in arched cascade,
would blossom-pluck the air,
the dizzy scented effervescence,
to put it through my memory-press,
to make new wine.

Let the stained blasts from twin mouths seal a soil-black
vault about the conduits quiet.
The Lady-tree’s asleep,
still my heart’s heart is memory-drunk
on ripe corolla wine.

—Jim LICHON

a common everyday annoyance, remaining unperturbed and meandering about
like cows sensuously at rest in their
pastures.

The American people, as history tells
us, so often revert to laissezfaire attitudes, (attitudes of, ‘Oh, maybe if we
wait, etc ...,” and attitudes of “It
hasn’t affected us yet, so... .,”) when
confronted by national or international
crises. Then by some miraculous stroke
of God’s luck an ignorant state depart-

By MALCOLM BERKO
It was a lazy warmish day. White

ment official pushes a button, the button
misfires and the official thinks to him-

fluffy clouds hung languidly in the soft,

self, ‘Ah, Russian buttons don’t misfire
as often as ours do!” So, in the nick
of time an emergency averted.
Of paramount importance is our emergency air-raid alert. Civil defense, radar

tranquil sky. The sun shone in boastful
beams down upon the earth—every so
often interrupted by the forms of elephants and giraffs and other animals
that clouds so often form in the imagination of little children. On and on the
chameleon-like clouds moved, forever

changing shape and filtering away to
their destiny in the vast blue sky.
SUDDENLY sirens begin to scream

and wail in anger. A tempestuous bellowing shocks life to a standstill as if
all were one gigantic photograph.
Momentarily movement ceases to exist
bringing oblivion as near as if it were
a heavy weight supported by a slowly
fraying thread. Dazed by the awe, I
quickly glanced to the window expect-

ing an ominous gray cloud to thunder

warning, call it what you like. No need
to say, the American people have re-

mained impervious. to the gravity of
this situation. This is evidenced wherever we be.
What in Hell is the matter with us?
Would we rather let our children fight
a war than fight it ourselves?

Are we a people who do nothing unless
we benefit directly and materially from
what we do?
Are we a morally lazy people?
Are we a people who do not give unless we receive?
Think about these questions for a

while!

through the horizon, expecting to be
enveloped in a fiery roar and to be
spewn about in the wrath of a great
“mushroomed” cloud.
Meanwhile sleeping faces returned to
their pillowed arms, pencils moved hurriedly as ever and the clock on the wall
ticked off the seconds. The room seemed
countenanced with a certain aloofness
that seemed to say “What do you mean

Which siren is real? I ask this question constantly and realize that if the
current attitude persists, that the answer to these warnings can come too
late.
So, what’s the purpose of this little
dissertation? Certainly not confratation nor impetus, nor a suggestion to
our “benevolent” City Fathers to or-

by interrupting me like that?”
Often I have sat by my desk and
listened to the air-raid sirens forewarn death. Usually people will laugh

ganize for the common good—why then?
Well it’s possible that I'll receive satisfaction or maybe even revenge, for I
like to say, “I TOLD YOU SO!”

it off and pass it over lightly as. just

He is fearful of any sign of weakness
in himself. Thus, he possesses a contradictory nature. Although he finds much
help in spiritual graces, he tries to assume an air of aetheism, or at least of
disinterest. Any allusion to a Divine
Power seems to betray to him his own
inadequacy to face up to his problems.
If, by some slip of tongue, he attributes
some happening to Divine Providence,
he takes pains to explain himself and

justify his statement by saying that he
uses it merely for a lack of a better
means of expression.

Within this implacable,

stone-faced

creature, a strong will is nurtured. This
is an inevitable development in one so

cut off from the fruits of true social
contact.
Within him is an awareness of the

greatness of the land he lives in. Yet,
there is also, fostered by his strong will,
a realization that social oppression
exists and something must be done to

rectify the situation. He finds two paths
open to him and. of necessity, must
By MICHAEL A. HO
The Russian is a man of few words.
He keeps his thoughts locked up in himself and tends to brood over them, as
he is reluctant to have anyone share
them. This is partly on account of his

natural cynicism and general distrust

choose one. He must either be a revolutionist and rise to the cause of the
suffering proletariat, or a staunch defender of the present system of government, eager to quell such uprisings as

may be created by any revolutionists.
Although there is a dichotomy of
thought as to which is the right side,
there is also the recognition by both

of his fellow-men. He fears their concealed motives and is prone to believe
that they cannot possibly be sincerely
interested in his feelings and thoughts.
He has the illusion that people are constantly trying to use him to their advantage. He tends to clothe his cynical
attitude with a garment of simplicity
which he weaves about himself. For,
though he is aware of much that goes
on around him, he shows little or no
sign of perception in his outward man-

their breaking down and destroying
existing, workable forms of government.

ner. He appears to be made of stone
and oblivious to all that goes on about

For a Russian trying to follow a neutral
path there is no reprieve. He is jousted

him.

to and fro, first by one class, and then

sides that somewhere, somehow, some-

thing is wrong and needs to be rectified.
In his political aspirations, the Russian cannot choose a middle course. Such
a path does not exist. If he is not a
revolutionist, cursing the social injustice
rising out of unrequieted toil and unquieted suffering, he must be a defender

of the government, despising rebels for

by the other. He must constantly be on

well-being, or felicity. Rather, it is the

his guard lest he say the wrong thing,
for a wrong choice of words would be
folly, a weakness of the will, and could

satisfaction and fulfillment of some
passion as love, hate, or ambition. He

easily lead to the casting of suspicion

forces such a passion upon himself until

In Russia there exists no truly great

he is intoxicated by it, for in his intoxication he loses himself, is taken out
of himself, and exists in a Utopian world

friendships, for one must be wary lest

free of the ties of personality. He goes

his associates be traitors to the common

through life, or more precisely, life goes
through him while he lingers on in this

on himself by either faction.

cause or suspect him of traitorous deeds.
He never knows who will be eager to

detached state. He acts and makes de-

talk of him to the authorities and, in

cisions all in a sense of an unknowing,

so doing, try to measure him up against
the standards of perfection, thereby
showing how pitifully short he falls of

uncaring, false existence.

the mark. Russia is a great country and
the citizen does not exist who is not
eager to sacrifice anything, be it per-

Obviously, all that can ke said of the
Russian mind has not been said. The
preceding can never claim to be a complete, all-inclusive appraisal of this complex individual of whom countless books

sonal friendship or his own life, for

have been written by experts, relating

what he feels is the good of the country.

the findings of many years of arduous
research and observation. However, it

For the Russian, life without happiness is useless and of little value. It
avails him naught and he would be
better off dead. However, his idea of
happiness is a different one from that
held by his western counterpart. For
him, happiness does not mean prosperity,

Somme

is complete in all that it has attempted
to show—a profile, or brief sketch of
the workings of the Russian mind—

and as such it is presented.

I love the restless, surging, sleepless sea,
The thondering roll adcrash of froth-capped waves

That arch in mighty triumph and break free
In icy foam among the rocky caves »

I loveto see the small sandpipers run
On brown twig feet across the warm, wet sand --i=

To hear the plamtive crying gulls who come

Like lost white souls to brush my ovtstretched hand.
J love thetingling taste ofspray ; thesigh
LNT OF sea-winds with their wild, salt-laden scent;
The towering, seuddiug cl.ouds that cross the sky
Likesombre spirit-legions mission-benT
«
Here does mysoul breathe free, beside the sea,
For here I Feel the mighty hand of Thee =

The morning calls to wake her sleeping
city

and the inimitable chain of life responds
to enter from the other world.
The chain awakes to wash
the taste of dreams from its mouth
then =
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to step foot out of doors
and join the misting dawn.
Somewhere in the distance a lonely factory whistle blows
unbalancing the fragil equilibria of
morning lethargy.
Another answers in response
‘as an empty trolley car invades the
plaintive, morning mist.
The noon smiles upon the waking city
and searches with its eyes

to pluck away the beams it may have
left behind.
Peopled houses blink their eyes and come
to life
as street lamps succumb one by one to
day.
The sun now rests on the horizon wall
and people begin to filter out and taste
the morning air.
A trickle of life has begun to evolve ...
As the sun gathers momentum
a vast concert of motion swells the city’s

belly
like the raging waves of an angry sea and
what once was the gentle moan of morn-

ing
has now become the pandemonium of
day.

But by staying away he had lost all
contact with her, so he had to go back.

THE MEETING
a short, short
By RAY DARLAN
He had spent months trying to meet
her. She was in a different crowd altogether. No mutual ties, no connecting

This time he wasn’t nearly as obvious,
he took on a happy-go-lucky attitude,
but this didn’t faze her. She just
wouldn’t notice him.
“Well, hell,” he thought, “I have to
meet her someway.’ then the perfect

idea came to him. He would write a
story about her and submit the thing
to the school paper. This story would

friends; but, this is no way to start
the story.
The first thing he remembered about

be one which described his attempts to

her was the quietness of her voice, this

would see his problem, and would come

impressed him.
much, perhaps
that this was
nicely dressed,

over and break the ice, since he couldn’t.
Well, the story was printed. He went in

From this he assumed
too much. He. gathered
his type of girl, quiet,
and with a clean airy

look. A girl who could ease the grind,
but more than this a girl who could
inspire him.
He didn’t want just any girl. He
needed a girl who could stop his moodiness. Often there were periods when he
wanted to break up completely ... did

meet her. She would recognize herself,

and saw her behind the desk, but she
didn’t see him. He sat down. Then she
saw him. He thought there was a different sparkle in her eyes, and there
certainly was.

Now he sits at home and listens to
“Bolero,” as it plays on it becomes
stronger, it finishes in a tremendous

you ever listen to “Bolero”? It beats

orchestral flourish, but nothing like the
flourish she made. He gets up, starts

and beats and beats, constantly hammering, ever louder, until you feel it

“Well, you can’t win ’em all.”

“Bolero”

again and says

to himself,

has to explode. ‘‘Bolero” finally stops,

but his mood lingered on.
From the first time he met her there
was a desire to know her and to talk
to her. But, how to accomplish this? He
was so very shy, he couldn’t go up to

her and start talking, that just wasn’t
him. So he thought about it for a long
time. It was to be up to him completely,
no one could introduce him, no one
could arrange a date for him, it de-

CESSATION
By MARIA OLSIN
I sit alone
For hours and hours
And wait;
Wait for a phone

That never rings,
A caller who never calls.

pended on him alone.
The idea came upon him to just be

It would be so much easier

where she could see him and he could
see her. Perhaps she will come over and

Not to sit and wait,

we will start talking, he thought. So
every night he went and watched her.

Not to wait and hope.

After a while it dawned on him that

Not to hope but just to drift

he was being so very obvious and that

On in the quiet night,

she was probably wondering, ‘What
manner of mortal is this creep?” So he

To slowly surrender to peace, to calm

stayed away.

And silently drift on .

7 OGGY-... xs
Yesterday ...
Tomorrow.

Often I wish I could turn them about
And activate some potentials
I should have worked on to
Help myself and others around
But those days are gone. . .
So many times just a little more push
. nota dynamo...
and those greater heights would have been won.
No... Not so, not so.
I often admire my own brother
Who, very close to me seems
so far above me.
His B-52 power—self-driven—far
Surpasses my piper cub.

But yet,
Some day my piper
Will ascend farther

And farther Pll go...
Til that last lost spurt
has diminished itself, and
I am no longer me, but once again,
those two incomplete substances ...
—one whose purpose has been spent.
And will I have reached the height
for which I was created. ...
or will my homer fall three inches
short...
my field goal pass on
the outside of the goal posts ...
or will I forget to chalk the tip

of my cue — with those extras
obtainable from the Almighty.
Oh God
let me live!

Give me the power to convert the
concret to the abstract —
to form right concepts, judgments,
inferences —
to grow in my knowledge of man,
that someday I may begin to know You,
As man could do....
Here comes the bus....
But please grant me the power of the
Socratic Dietum ...

that I may fulfill the student vocation
“Change please ...
and a transfer.”
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THE NAKED GOD

The Writer and the Communist Party

HOWARD FAST, 1957

In my Decemhker review of Dr. Zhivago,
I intimated that the aura of popularity

surrounding its first publication was due
in part to the confounding red-tape of
Communist censorship.

Another topflight novelist, this time
a former American Communist, Howard
Fast, tells us of his experience with

Communist methods of censorship in his
book, The Naked God, subtitled The
Writer and the Communist Party. De-

spite his notoriety in the United States
and Russia, Mr. Fast points out trenchantly that. his novels were subject to a
continual cross-fire of carping from of-

ficious party politicos.
Because he spelled out “nigger” in his
Freedom Road, the literary czars blacklisted it, although the story portrayed
the plight of the Negro sympathetically.
“Jewish bourgeois nationalism” became

the

Party

epithet

for

My

Glorious

Brethern; and The Proud and the Free

was branded “white chauvinism.” Although Fast did not submit his manuscripts

to a board of censors before

publication, his devotion to the cause
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was kept fervid by the fearsome fact
of possible Party expulsion. THE UN-

HOLY GOD!
Howard Fast joined the Communist
in 1943 with a militant desire to “‘wed
principles to action.” With an Icarian
love of freedom Fast drew close to the
Red power-mystique only to discover the
“Unholy God in its frightful nakedness.”
Subsequent to the Khrushschev secret
leadership report in 1956, Fast renounced the Communist Party. He now
testifies that a senseless fabrication has

been abused by anti-Communists ‘to
cover a truth more terrible and damning
than these dream merchants could ever
create—the truth that there is, ... the

Communist Party.”

erosity of zealots found in the rank and
file, in addition to the members’ morbid

fear of Party expulsion. He cites examples of writers who were not only
checked by the social pressure of criti-

casters, but actually smeared by the
official Party Line.

RUSSIAN NOVELISTS
Perhaps Mr. Fast’s estimate of modern
Russian novels can best be summed up
thus: those of the Twenties had a
“vitality and freshness,” those of preWorld War I had a “platitudinous
mediocrity,” those after the war had
excellence. He suggests Grossman’s, No
Beautiful Nights as equal to the best of
any of our better War Novels. Post-War

Russian

novels

he

considers

“utter

balderdash,” which opinion was written

before Pasternak’s highly-acclaimed best
seller.

This Fastian indictment of the Communist movement deserves consideration
by all lovers of freedom, for the story

of Howard Fast is that of a modern
Odysseus, who made his way back from
the cruel sea incarnadine.

IONE
(Continued from Page 5)
now remember. I was too tirea to worry,

and again I slept.
In what seemed like a few moments
later, I heard Tom blurting, “I just
checked out the car—it’s OK! We’re all
OK! Most of the other trailer tenants
stayed! The worst is over!’’ And it was!

The Communist Party will die, cla‘ms
Fast, but he maintains that socialism
will survive. Mr. Fast believes Communism to be an idea and therefore impervious to a coup d’etat; yet it is

difficult for this reader to see how Mr.
Fast would strip the bark of Communism from the tree of socialism.

TO BE RED OR NOT TO BE...
Fast explains that the Communist
movement feeds on the voluntary gen-

The winds continued, but they gradually
died down in the same slow way they
had built up the day before.
Later the radio returned, and we
learned that our changeable friend, Ione,

had passed directly over us with winds
raging up to 108 miles per hour.
The trousers that Tom had so care-

fully laid beside the bed the night before had been soaked with water that

had seeped through the trailer door.
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And everything on the floor of our
closet, including the pretty blue shoes
I had worn on my honeymoon only a
month before, were ruined.
When Tom and I later recounted our
experiences, we decided that it must
have been our ignorance of hurricane
violence and the courage we found in

each other that kept us from any deep
fear on that terrible night. As we drove
through our court to join other sight-

is sleep will come to the mind’s
brink...:’, and “O lovely and forgotten,/Gathered only of sleep,/All
night upon the lids set burning,/Shaken
from the lids at morning.”
And sometimes she evokes a picture
of sleep which is so beguiling that the
reader wonders for a moment whether

he himself is awake or dreaming.
Drenched in sleep the cabman,
Drowsy-heeled the mare,

been bolted to cement as ours was. Both

And half in sleep and dreaming,
Travel the fare.

trailers were yards from their installation sites, and it looked as if some giant

As sensitively .as she perceives the
world of dream, she apprehends the

seers, we saw two trailers that had not

hands had picked them up, twisted them

world

unmercifully, and thrown them away.
The modern drive-in where Tom and I

vision in exquisitely-wrought imagery:
“The beechtrees carved of moonlight
rise;

had eaten our first meal at Cherry
Point a few weeks before lay on the
ground.
There were other disaster pictures,
too, and it was these pictures of destruction that flashed on the television
screens back home. By the time telephone lines were repaired and our long
distance calls reached the mid-west, our
parents and friends were frantic.

“Hadn’t we been terribly frightened?”
they querried. Had we been ?—we looked
at each other. The remains of Ione’s
wrath surrounded us. No, we hadn’t

of nature,

and expresses her

Still at their roots the violets burn...”
Those lines evoke a feeling almost of
awe, a breathless suspense engendered
by the mystery of the night, the moonlight, and the incandescent fire (an intense, unearthly blue) of the violets
against the silver and darkness.
This same suspension of breath occurs

upon reading that the poet “. .. sawa
boat sailing the river/with a tranced
gait.”, or that “Hesperus, kind and early
born,/Is risen only finger far .. .;”
A consideration of an entire poem (one

been afraid. We had been adventurous
onlookers to a freak in nature. Tom’s

that I consider to be especially lovely)
points out the sometimes-simplicity of

hand found mine, and we made our way

her verse. This little lyric speaks of
death (or sleep, death’s counterpart)
and
the
transitoriness
of
earthly

back to the court and the clean-up job
ahead of us.

pleasures,

A PAPER ON THE POETRY
OF LEONIE ADAMS
(Continued from Page 6)

cerning,” or it may be a “wild ravage
of light’? which illuminates her verse.
But she is also a lover of darkness, a
sleep-worshiper, a devotee of dreams
and trances. She speaks of spells
“..for trance and silverness, .. .”

and of the strange power of the dreamer
to apprehend truths which elude him

during waking hours—‘Like things that

LULLABY
Beneath the sapphire arch,
Upon the grassy floor,

Is nothing more
To hold,
And play is over-old.
Hush, lullaby.
Your treasures all
Encrust with rust,
Your trinket pleasures fall

To dust.
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Your eyes
In sleepy fever gleam,
Your lids droop
To their dream.
You wander late alone,
The flesh frets on the bone,
Your love fails in your breast,
Here is the pillow.

Rest.
But some of her other poems refuse

to yield their meaning so readily.
II. As Apt Was Joy
As apt was joy
And subtle cap-a-pie
In time to mortice me,
Loyal and dure accord,
Now all my times exact me.
As I understand it, the poet is saying
that joy, being subtle, pervades her
being from head to toe and limits her

world to the confines imposed by love.
This love, which is all-giving, is also
demanding, for it exacts certain things
from her, giving her life a specific form,
and marking off her hours which once

were free.
Such poetry may not provide a wide
range of emotional experiences, or a
panoramic view of life. However, some

brings into being haunting echoes and
refrains expressed with rare elegance.
A line occuring in her lyric, “Bell
Tower” seems to catch and communicate

the essence of her own poetry, “...rarer
than ice, purer than a bubble of gold.”

THERE OUGHTA BE...
(Continued from Page 8)
tory. It is true, for instance, that “A
certain nation of northern Europe remained neutral throughout both world
wars”; Belgium did so. But addition
of the word not to this statement does
not make it false; for it is also true
that “A certain nation of northern

Europe did not remain neutral throughout both world wars”; Germany was not
neutral in either war.
Those who see quibbling in what I
have said, will assert that there is no
danger of failing to recognize a false
statement, if it is always born in mind

that a statement in any way false is
altogether false. This rule truly would
make simpler the interpretation of statements in true-or-false examinations, if

people prefer miniatures to murals, and

it were universally recognized and fol-

these miniatures certainly exhibit signs
of craftsmanship, polish, and restraint

lowed by professors and students. But
there are professors who hold that particular exceptions to a general statement

as well as inspiration. Although there is
no particular philosophy expounded in
her poetry, no erudite learning displayed,
no humor, wit or irony, she does not

limit her subject matter to the trivial.
Like all great literature, her poetry
deals with basics—life, death, beauty

and love. And, working with these, she

do not make it false.
We may give another true example,

viz., “Federal law prohibits distribution
of literature about contraception.” To
this general statement there is a very
important exception, that such literature may be distributed to physicians.
Therefore, granted that the statement
is generally true, nevertheless according

to the rule mentioned above it should
be regarded as false, because of the

exception. In this instance the professor,
ignoring that rule, held that the statement was to be considered true.

From this also appears the truth of
something that I said before, than a

student by excessive labor over his book

25
can drive himself into error; for one
who did not know the exception cited,
but only the general law, would accept

of the student similar instances from
his own experience, that may lend
weight to the argument. I freely admit

the statement as true without hesitation.

that it is difficult to compose a satis-

So much about this; a way of devising

factory true-or-false examination; but
since it seems that most professors are
unwilling to meet this challenge square-

a false statement that is even more
conducive to lack of clarity than insertion of the word not, is the almost random substitution of another word or
phrase for a part of the primitive true
statement. An example may be given,
from the true sentence, “Nitric acid is
useful in industry as an oxidizing agent,”
may be derived, by substitution, for the
word oxidizing of its opposite, “Nitric
acid is useful in industry as a reducing

flush of guilt cross his face, and as soon

agent.” But this second statement, be-

as Doug left the room she spoke.

cause of the peculiar nature of nitric

“Proud of yourself? What is this
thing with you, Stan?” She had a wor-

acid, is as true as the first.

The changing of a parenthetical element in a true sentence, or the intro-

duction of the error into a subordinate
clause, can lead to very great confusion.

ly, perhaps the practice of administering
such examinations should be suppressed

by an academic law.

FEET OF CLAY
(Continued from Page 10)

ried expression on her face. His attitude
was so different from the usual that it
was incredible. “What did happen today?”

Look at this example: “Columbus dis-

“Nothin’ ” he mumbled. “Nothin’ you’d

covered America on October 12, 1492,
although he had hoped to reach the

understand, Elsie. So just be quiet about
it, will you?”

West Indies when he set sail from Lisbon.” The only reason why this state-

man, Stan. You know Doug is just a

ment is false, lies in the fact here contradicted, that Columbus set sail from
Genoa, not Lisbon.
Very often, as in this instance, what
appears in a subordinate clause is of

less importance than that which is asserted in the main clause. When the
synthetic error is hidden by the pro-

“You’re not dealing with a grown
boy. I’m sure that he did nothing to
hurt you or to embarrass you in front
of your friends.”

“What friends?” he mumbled into his
chest.
“What was that? What did you say,
Stan? I didn’t hear you.”
“T didn’t say nothing.”

dents will find it and recognize it as
contradictory to what is true, than if
it had been introduced into the main

“You did too. Don’t be evasive, Stan.
What is the matter?”
He didn’t answer for a long time. She
knew better than to question him any

fessor in this minor place, fewer stu-

clause. A true teacher tries to deter-

more. In his own time he would tell

mine in the first place how enuch his
students have learned, and not how

her she felt sure. He did not face her
when he finally spoke.

much they have failed in their studies

“They didn’t even want to talk to
me, Elsie. Nobody even remembered me.

to grasp.
This, then, is my case. It is not expected that a very few particular

examples will prove anything; but as

The ones who I think did wouldn’t show
it. I’m a has-been.” He paused before
saying dejectedly, “I never was any-

was said before, it is hoped that the
instances given will call up in the mind

body. Guess I built it all up in my mind.”
“You’re someone to Doug and me,
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Stan, if that helps any.’’ She went over
to the stairs and called up to Doug.
“When you’re through up there come

down and say good night. When he
comes back down,” she said turning
toward her husband, “tell him what you
told the umpire. It will make so much
and so little difference to him.” She
had always managed to be articulate
before, but for some strange reason, for
once in her life, she didn’t actually
know what she meant.

To

the

intellectuals,

the

Working

Brother might casually say with St.
Paul: “Be of one mind with each other;
be not high minded, but give yourself
over to humility. ‘Be not wise in your

own conceits’. .. Love one another
with the affection of brothers... .”

(Romans: 12; 16, 10)
Finally,

the

significance

of

the

Marianist Working Brother heightens
when we affirm with Alfred Lord Tenny-

son,

“More

things

are

wrought

by

prayer than this world dreams of!” For
as a man of prayer Brother spends over

DIORAMIC PORTRAIT
(Continued from Page 11)
hallmark of a Marianist, a family spirit.
How then discern the raison d’etre
of the Marianist Working Brother? It,
no doubt, can be summed up best in a

sacrificial love of the Blessed Virgin
Mary and Her Mission. For above all,
The Working Brother is a Brother of
Mary. As a Sanguinist priest once introduced a Marianist Brother to a group
of Precious Blood Sisters, he said,
“Sisters, this is a Brother of Mary; a
Brother who belongs to Mary. Right,

Brother?” Without proclaiming it daily
over the public address system of the
campus, his spiritual dedication, ‘For

the glory of the Most Holy Trinity and
the honor of Mary,” is none the less

like

the

very air he

breathes,

the

sustenance of his daily life.

To the worker, the Working Brother
is a living testimony, not merely to the
dignity of labor, but more important in
our Age of Science, Machines, and Efficiency, to the priceless worth of the

laborer. For the Marianist Worker re-

three hours of his day in chapel. Here
in the presence of the Eucharist, his
prayer, like a flickering altar lamp in
a darkened church, offers new hope to
that “frail majesty of humanity.”

THE MORNING AFTER
(Centinued from Page 13)
out there can’t see. Why didn’t you

take a good look at it as long as you
had a light on?”

“Light, my dear boy, produces heat,
which in turn can be felt by the individual it may be shining on, whether it
can see or not. How do I know it couldn’t
have reared up and snatched us right

out of the air?”
“You think it’s really that big?”
“I know it, Jerry-boy. You should’ve
seen the size of that blip. It’s bigger
than it was described to have been. That
can only mean that it’s eating well.”
“What are you, Charlie . . . a scient-

ist or something?”
“Just practical, Jerry-boy. Just practical.”
“Where did it go after you picked

minds us that in all we do we are
Missionaries of Mary.

me up?”

The Working Brother as a lay religious, living with and cooperating in

“That’s what I can’t understand. It
just disappeared.”

the work of Marianist priests typifies

“Disappeared? Where and how could

for the student the important role of

it do that?”

the layman cooperating in the apostolate for souls.

“I’m sure I don’t know, Jerry-boy. It
just disappeared from the ’scope. That’s
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all I know.”
“Wait a second here. How close was
it when you spotted me?”
“Too close, brother. I almost doubled
the price.”
“And you watched the screen all the
while?”
“Well, I guess I looked away long
enough to recognize you.”
“You dumb. . . .! How do you know

it didn’t hitch a ride?”
“Jerry!”
“I’m sorry to frighten you, Ann, but

“Ugh!”

“Oh-h-h, Jerry, I don’t feel so good.
. . . How horrible!”

“Well, it’s horrible, yes. But think,
honey. It could have killed all three

of us just as easily as not.”
Ton Ue. xs
“You were right about something
else, Jerry-boy, but dead wrong about

the money.”
“How’s that?”
“You were right when you said that
Ann was an angel. But about the money

... It not only bought my life, but

that thing can’t have just vanished into
its own smoke-screen! It had to go
somewhere!”
“Relax, Jerry-boy. If it hitched a ride,

yours, and Ann’s, and everybody else’s
on this continent!”
He’s not too far wrong there, you

we'd know it.”

know. If Ann hadn’t been willing to pay

“How a”

a hundred dollars for your hide, that

“Tt would have weighed the ’copter

something-or-other would still be roving
the blackness, striking anyone in its

down, that’s how!”
“How can you tell that? How do you

path, and growing larger all the time.

know how heavy it is?”
“Anything that big would have to

Wonder what it actually was. Where
did it come from? Guess we'll never

weigh a great deal.”

know, not that it matters much now.
“Jerry! Charlie! Look! There’s the
lighthouse!”’
“Yeah. The smoke is starting to thin
out, too, honey. Looks like tomorrow
will be a good day after all.”

“You’re not being very practical,
Charlie. Did you ever try to weigh a
balloon ?”
“Huh? Gimme that light a minute!”

“Oh, Jerry! What will we doif.. .”
“Rasy, honey. If it were aboard, I
think it would have attacked us by this
time. I just can’t understand where else
it could have gone . . . unless it found

the rock I was looking for.”
“What?”
“Nothing, honey. Nothing important.”
“Well, Jerry-boy, we can relax now.”

“Good. Whew! Had me worried for a.
... Say, what’s the matter, Charlie?

You don’t sound like yourself all of a
sudden.”

“T said we can relax. . . . Just don’t
look at the top of the ’copter when you
get out at the lighthouse.”
“Auh ee

“T guess you were right, Jerry-boy. It

hitched a ride, all right, but it must’ve
gotten too close to the props before it
realized it. . . . Cut it to ribbons.”

“Yes, darling, and we can sleep without fear of ... of whatever it was.”
“Honey, you’re shivering!”

“She’s not the only one, Jerry-boy. I
feel like thhe morning after.”
“Well, it is, Charlie. It is the morning
after. And it will be the most beautiful

morning we’ve ever seen.”
“Hang on, folks. I’m going to land
this crate. Then I’m going to get down
on my knees and thank God for delivering us from that . .. whatever it

was.”
“Why, Charlie. Do you call that being
practical?”

“Yes, I do. Right about now, I think
it’s the most practical thing any of us

could do.”
And do you know ... he’s right!
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SHELLY MANNE & HIS MEN

f= PETER GUNN
Craig Stevens

Manne, it’s the greatest!
Wonderful jazz originals by Hank Mancini

this swinging jazz session. Shelly’s Men—

from the score of the TV show PETER

stars, all—are: Victor Feldman, vibes and
marimba; Conte Condoli, trumpet; Herb
Geller, alto sax; Russ Freeman, piano; and
Monty Budwig, bass.
Recorded in Contemporary’s superb high
fidelity sound.

GUNN find an ideal interpreter in SHELLY
MANNE & HIS MEN. Shelly, who also
plays for the TV program sound track,
invited guest star Victor Feldman (also a
PETER GUNNregular) to join his men for
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or FOUR 1959 THUNDERBIRDS!

LADIES INVITED!
Yes, ladies, this is a contest for you,
too. You’ll have many reasons why
men like pipe smoking more than ever.
Win yourself a Thunderbird or one
of the many wonderful prizes.

OVER *33,000 IN PRIZES!
Just 25 words will win America’s most wanted

car... or one of 1,032 other exciting prizes!

4 1959 FORD THUNDERBIRDS
Ist to 4th prizes

Four-passenger hardtops. America’s
most individual car.

8 RCA COLOR TV SETS

1,000 FAMOUS FALCON PIPES
37th to 1036th prizes
Featherweight,

1 ounce. Patented
moisture trap—smokes
bone dry. Finest imported Briar.

5th to 12th prizes

$2,000 FOR RETAILERS
Ask your jobber about these
awards. And get the display
racks to boost your sales of House
of Edgeworth contest brands.

Your passport to the wonder world
of Living Color! Installed free.

8 MEN’S WARDROBES TAILORED

CLOTHES

EDGEWORTH READY-RUBBED in the
famous pouch of blue. Cool, slow
burning white burleys! HOLIDAY
PIPE MIXTURE—A blend of 5 great
tobaccos with a flavor men relish and
an aroma that women welcome, too.
EDGEWORTH EXECUTIVE MIXTURE—
Most luxurious tobacco you can
smoke! No added aromatics. Also
EDGEWORTH JR. ... HI PLANE...
EDGEWORTH SLICED

CONTEST RULES
1. Simply complete this statement
in 25 words or less: ‘‘It’s pipe smoking time all over America because
... Write your entry on an official
entry blank or one side only of any
sheet of plain paper. Be sure to print
your name and address plainly on
your entry. You may enter as many
times as you wish, but each entry
must be accompanied by either an
empty pocket size pouch, or the
printed insert from medium or large
size tin of any one of these six pipe tobaccos: EDGEWORTH READY-RUBBED,
EXECUTIVE MIXTURE, EDGEWORTH
SLICED, HOLIDAY PIPE MIXTURE,
EDGEWORTH JR., OR HI PLANE.
2. Mail your entry to:
Edgeworth Contest
P. O. Box 82-C
Mount Vernon 10, New York
Entries must be postmarked not
later than midnight, March 31,
1959. Be sure to use sufficient
postage.

8. Anyone living in the continental
United States, its territories and
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13th to 20th prizes

Complete outfit- suit, sport coat,
two pairs of slacks . . . superbly
styled from fine materials, with the
hand-tailored touches that count.

16 HAMILTON ELECTRIC
WRIST WATCHES
21st to 36th prizes

The watch the world is
talking about. Powered by a tiny battery
eat lasis for months
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$33.000
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possessions may enter except employees of Larus & Brother Company, Ine., and its advertising
agencies and the families of such
employees. Each entry must be the
original work of the contestant
submitting it and be submitted in
the contestant’s own name.
4, Prizes, as listed in the contest
announcement, will be awarded to
the best entries judged by The
Reuben H. Donnelley Corporation
on the basis of originality, sincerity
and appropriateness. Duplicate
prizes in the event of ties. Decision
of the judges is final. Only one prize
will be awarded in any one family.
5. All entries become the property
of Larus & Brother Company, Inc.,
to use as it sees fit and none will be
acknowledged or returned. Winners
will be notified by mail. Full list of
winners will be sent approximately
six weeks after close of contest to
anyone enclosing a self-addressed
stamped envelope with entry. Contest subject to all federal, state and
local regulations.

(Use plain paper if desired)
ENTER AS MANY TIMES AS YOU LIKE! GET
MORE ENTRY BLANKS AT YOUR DEALER'S.

MAIL TO: Edgeworth Contest
P. 0. Box 82-C
Mount Vernon 10, New York

Send with each entry an
empty pocket size pouch, or
the printed insert from inside
a medium or large size tin
of any of these6 fine pipe tobaccos: EDGEWORTH READY-

Complete this sentence in 25 words or less
“It’s pipe smoking time all over America
because

RUBBED, EDGEWORTH EXECUTIVE MIXTURE, EDGEWORTH SLICED, HOLIDAY
PIPE MIXTURE, EDGEWORTH
JR., OR HI PLANE.

Entries must be postmarked
not later
than midnight
March 31, 1959.
Print Your Name
Street Address
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MEN
OF
AMERICA:

HANDS
Live-action shots—
Saddle Mountains, Wash.

Driving cattle!
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Pounding leather

Desert sun ablaze!

Herding steers across the range

ou’/l find a man

rounding up the strays!

Takes big pleasure when and

op-tobacco, straight Grade-A,

where he can... Chesterfield King!

Top-tobacco all the way!
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his sun-drenched top-tobacco’s

gonna mean...

That you’re smokin’ smoother and
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Only top-tobacco, ‘fullking-size,

you're smokin’ clean!

For big clean taste that satisfies!
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